CHAPTER   POUR
San Gaudenzio

IK the autumn the little rosy cyclamens blossom in the
shade of this west side of the lake. They are very cold and
fragrant, and their scent seems to belong to Greece, to the
Bacchae. They are real flowers of the past They seem to
be blossoming in the landscape of Phaedra and Helen.
They bend down, they brood like little chill fires. They
are little living myths that I cannot understand.

After the cyclamens the Christinas roses are in bud. It
is at this season that the cacchi are ripe on the trees in the
garden, whole naked trees full of lustrous, orange-yellow,
paradisal fruit, gleaming against the wintry blue sky.
The monthly roses still blossom frail and pink> there are
still crimson and yellow roses* But the vines are bare and
the lemon-houses shut. And then, in mid-winter, the
lowest buds of the Christmas roses appear under the
hedges and rocks and by the streams. They are very
lovely, these first, large, cold, pure buds, like violets, like
magnolias, but cold, lit up with the light from the snow.

The days go by, through the brief silence of winter,
when the sunshine is so still and pure, like iced wine, and
the dead leaves gleam brown, and water sounds hoarse in
the ravines. It is so still and transcendent, die cypress trees
poise like flames of forgotten darkness, that should have
been blown out at the end of the summer* For as we have
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